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iarity, an abnormality, a man with six fingers:
not a ' sport' that is, full of promise for the future,
but a 'sport' of the dim backward and abysm
of time, an arrested development."

"You are bitter, Frank, almost rude."

"Forgive me, Oscar, forgive me, please; it is
because I want you at long last to open your
eyes, and see things as they are."

"But I thought you were with us, Frank,
I thought at least you condemned the punish-
ment, did not believe in the barbarous penalties."

"I disbelieve in all punishment," I said; "it
is by love and not by hate that men must be
redeemed. I believe, too, that the time is al-
ready come when the better law might be put in
force, and above all, I condemn punishment
which strikes a man, an artist like you, who
has done beautiful and charming things as if
he had done nothing. At least the good you
have accomplished should be set against the
evil. It has always seemed monstrous to me
that you should have been punished like a
Taylor. The French were right in their treat-
ment of Verlaine: they condemned the sin, while
forgiving the sinner because of his genius. The
rigour in England is mere puritanic hypocrisy,
shortsightedness and racial self-esteem."

"All I can say, Frank, is, I would not limit
individual desire in any way. What right has